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Shy 


Author's Notes: 
Nikki\'s POV. 


“There's a guy outside," the chick says, perching on the edge of the coffee table. Her smile shows blindingly 
white teeth. "He really wants to meet you." 


"Yeah?" You stare at her out-thrust chest, the perfects swells revealed by her baby-doll tee. You think how 


nice the world looks when you're flat on your back. "Why doesn't he just come in?" 
"He's shy." 


You can't summon up the strength to care about a loser fan right now. Not when the ceiling is spinning. Maybe 
the chick has some crack on her. 


"Can he come in?" 


Your head lolls against the arm of the couch. "Nah." 

She pouts. 

"But you can," you say, smiling through the spray-stiff black hair falling into your eyes. 
Her pout turns into a giggle. "I already am in" 

You shake your head and crook a finger at her. 


Some guy curled up in front of your fireplace-he's there most nights, staring into the flames like they hold 
the secret to the universe-laughs. The sound comes out slow and drawling, and you stare at him for a second. 
Under the dark tangle of his hair, the skin at the corner of his eyes crinkles. Firelight flickers off his face, and 


you think maybe he's not real at all, maybe he's a ghost of your subconscious, mocking you. 


The chick tucks herself between you and the back of the leather couch. You forget about the guy curled on 


the floor and concentrate on how her fingertips feel tickling across the back of your neck 


"Um," you say. "Do you have any drugs?" 


eR 


The longest hours in the night are the ones that pass between midnight and dawn. At midnight the pussy- 
footers start to clear out, making excuses about the pathetic jobs they have to show up for in the morning. 
The party thins, not a lot, but enough that you start to anticipate the house being empty. Sometimes you'd kill 


to be alone. Sometimes you're afraid to be. 


More people leave by two am. By three, the skinny guy in front of the now-cold fireplace unfolds himself, 
stands, and shuffles away. You don't know when your woman-of-the-night left. You don't remember anything 


but the ‘lude she gave you. 


By four-thirty, you're alone. You sit on the leather sofa, listen to the clock tick, and stare at the pizza boxes 
and beer bottles littering your floor. Even your high is gone. These are the worst hours. Once it starts to get 
light, you'll be able to sleep. For now, the memory of tonight keeps you buzzing. 


You go outside and stand on the porch. The night is dark and huge around you. Fears strikes suddenly, fear 
that the blue-black night sky might swallow you, take you into its belly with all the other glittering stars, and 
no one will even notice. Why should they? You're a fucking junkie train wreck that no one cares enough about 


to pull the brakes on. 


You walk down the porch steps to stand on the lawn Grass blades cushion your feet-when did you lose your 
boots?-and the air smells like rain. You shuffle along with your hands stuffed in the pockets of leather pants 
encasing your legs in sweat. Some kind of insect in singing, and you wonder what it's got to be so happy about. 
Its chirruping voice reminds you of Vince. Thinking of Vince never helps your frame of mind, just makes you 
feel more- 


Your bushes just moved. 


You stare at them. They've never moved before. At least, not when you were reasonably sober. But you could 


swear they just- 

They move again, leaves shaking hard against branches, and this time, something rises up out of them. 

At first you think it's a groupie, some weird chick in faded jeans and a black Doors tee. Then you realize it's 
not a girl at all. Its a guy, with shiny red hair hanging over his shoulders and fringing into his eyes. His eyes 
are unbearably wide, and you can't tell if they're green, blue, or gray. He looks like a doll made of delicate, pale 
porcelain He's beautiful, and you've only ever thought of one guy that way before. 

"What the fuck are you doing in my bushes?" you ask. 

The guy-he's just a kid really-stands still, like a deer torn between bolting and dropping dead of fright. 


"You looking for an autograph?" Because why else would a kid be in the bushes? 


His cheeks turn candy pink, and he stares at the ground. "Fuck, no," he mutters, and his voice is husky and 
deep for his age. 


You stare at him, at the long fingers he's rubbing nervously against his thighs. His eyes dart to yours, then 
away. "You don't have a camera, do you?" You glance at the bushes all around your property, half expecting a 
dozen paparazzi to leap out with blinding camera flashes. 

The smallest of smiles flits across pink lips. "No." 

"Then why the fuck are you sitting in my bushes?" 

His gaze returns to the ground. "I was just..waiting.” 

For what? You don't care. There's a creepy little motherfucker in your bushes, but you needed something to 


pass the time anyway. "You want to come inside?" 
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‘lm in a band," he says later, between swallows of whiskey. 


You close your eyes and let your head fall against the back of your armchair. The vodka bottle nestled 
between your thighs threatens to spill, and you clamp your legs tight. 


"Guns ‘n Roses." 


You want to say, What dumb fuck came up with that name? But it's familiar. You open your eyes and try to 
think. You picture the guy curled in front of the fire, not a ghost after all. "| know your guitarist" 


"One of them. Izzy." The kid bobs his head like a chicken Funny, you never thought of chickens as cute before. 


"He, ah, he told me to come." 

"To the bushes." 

He drinks more whiskey. 

Then your lazy brain gets it. "You're the shy guy. You sent the chick to ask if I'd let you in" You thought he 
was finished blushing, but his face goes a pale shade of cherry. You grin around a mouthful of vodka 
"Girlfriend?" 

"No. 

"Cool." 

"Did you fuck her?" He looks at you again, eyes clear and sharp and momentarily blue. 

"What do you think?" 

"Did you like it?" 


You frown. Never mind that you can't recall if you actually did fuck her or not, let alone if she was any good. 


"What the fuck kind of a question is that?" 

"Forget it" He hunches over the couch, knees splayed and both hands gripping the whiskey bottle. 
You sigh and take another pull off your own bottle. "You're a weird little fucker, Alex." 

"Axl" 


"Sure" 


"Nikki." 

"Huh." 

"| want to blow you." 

You choke. Your throat closes up and vodka sputters down your windpipe. He didn't say what you think you 
heard. He didn't. You're too tired, and maybe still out of your head. All you can do is stare at the kid and try 
to figure out what he really said. 

He tucks his chin in, sets the whiskey on the coffee table. He slides his butt off the couch and comes to you, 
kneeling. Right in front of you he stops, eyes downcast, and puts his hands on your knees. His fingers are 
bone-white against the black leather. 

You try to think of something to say. Except, do you really want to say anything? Maybe you're not as out of 
it as you thought, because thinking about your cock in his mouth creates a stirring in your pants. You spread 


your knees to give him room. 


For a minute he crouches stock still Then he slithers up. His fingers run from your knees to your hips. He 


leans down, and silky red hair spills over your lap, concealing his face as his lips graze your crotch. 


Your thigh muscles twitch; your fingers clench and unclench, threatening to spill the vodka. This is a dream. 


You've had it before. 

Red hair parts to reveal a thin line of white face. Through it, you see his lips peel back over his teeth. He sets 
those teeth against the subtle bulge covered by your pants. Gently, he bites you, tongues you. One hand still 
grips your right hip. The other slides to the lacing of the leathers. 

Shy? He's a fucking beautiful, heaven-sent slut. 

Your throats gone dry, and you have to swallow twice before you can talk. "Do this a lot?" You had to speak, 
to prove you hadn't lost the ability, but to say that? You don't know if thinking about his lips on other guys' 


dicks will ruin it for you. 


The kids rolls his eyes up to meet yours, and one shoulder hitches back in what might be a shrug. He takes 


his mouth off you long enough to answer. "Sometimes. I've got somebody. 


So he's not just a slut. He's like one of those chicks you meet that love their boyfriend to death and would 


never consider cheating-except with their rock idol. 
"What would he say? Your ‘somebody,’ if he knew what you were doing right now?" 


His deft fingers have almost undone your laces, but he pauses. For a terrible moment, you know the second 


thoughts you just gave him are going to stop whatever he meant to do to you. Then he says, "I told him. What 
| wanted to do with you. And he said, Go ahead" 


Who are you supposed to feel sorry for? The slut or his fuckwit boyfriend? You don't care about either of 
them. The kids lips are wet with his own saliva, and you're starting to ache without his contact. You shift your 
hips against the seat of your chair. Your hard-on presses against your pants, and you look from the kid to 


your own lap. "You going to take care of that?" 


"Yeah," he agrees, and with a flick of his fingers, opens your leathers. He reaches in, frees you. Then his head 
dips low again, and the next thing you feel is a light, wet kiss on the head of your cock. You hiss, drag in a 
quick breath through clenched teeth, and concentrate on not dropping the vodka. 


He knows what he's doing, this little prick, and you don't believe for a second his boyfriend is the only one he's 
been practicing on. He's careful and sure, and thorough as all hell. Once his lips are used to your dick, he takes 
the tip into his mouth. His tongue swirls around the head, around and around, while he sucks gently. He comes 


back to the top and probes his tongue at the slit. 


You wonder suddenly if it would feel different if the hair spread over your lap was a tangle of bleached blond. 
And whether it's that thought, or something the kid's doing, your throat lets go of a strangled growl, and your 
hips jerk up. You meet a moment of resistance when the kid tries to close his mouth to keep you out. Then he 
lets you in, and you slide deep. He tilts his head, and you're all the way in. Both of you hold still. If you move, 
he'll choke, and you think you'll strangle him if he dares to try and spit you out. 


You take another swig of vodka, and get a grip on his hair with your free hand Its slippery and cool between 


your fingers. 
He's still trying to do things his way, slow and precise. He thinks he's in charge. You smile. 


He draws back inch by inch till just your cock-head is between his lips. Then he sinks down again, encases your 


dick in wet, hot mouth and tight throat. You think you can feel his heartbeat, and wonder if he's feeling yours. 


He moves up, down, and repeats himself. His hand is doing something, you aren't sure what, until his fingers 
are inside your pants, cradling your balls. He rolls them, then grips them tight, and in the same instant, his 
teeth come a little closer together to graze you hard on the backslide. 


Your startled hand drops the vodka. You don't know if you want to knock his teeth out, or come right here and 
now. The mingling sensations of pain and pleasure are so close it's ecstasy. Your eyes half close as you watch 
your fallen bottle roll across the carpet and come to rest against the kid's knee. Clear vodka chugs out, 


dampening his jeans. 


He loved your reaction, you can tell by his groan-the vibrations are fantastic-and the way his body writhes. 


Between your legs, he'd rubbing himself against the chair. The little bastard is getting off on trying to bite 
you. 


In a heartbeat, you anchor both hands in his hair. You give him one snarled warning, "Swallow, bitch," and shove 
his head down. For the second time, he's forced to take you down his throat. This time, he doesn't bother 
trying to fight. He pauses a second to adjust, then he does swallow. His throat works around your dick in long, 


rippling motions. 


You lose your mind. He's not a heaven-sent angel anymore. He's not even a slut. He's a soul-sucking demon 
trying to steal the one dream that was keeping you sane. He's a monster, blurring the lines between what is 
and what could be. For the briefest flash of an instant, you look down, and the red hair has turned to white- 
blond. 


Your hips twist up, slam against his face. You're hurting him, you know, but the resistance feels like the worst 
kind of heaven and hell rolled up in one. You fuck the demon's mouth, the angel's mouth. You fuck him hard and 


fast, and he's not just any slut right now; he's your slut. He's the slut you always wanted him to be. 


You want to scream. Everything inside you is coiling, pulsing, tightening. You've barely started, and in another 
second it'll be over. You want to scream so badly your throat burns, and you don't even know why. For the 


pain? For the pleasure? For losing something you never had? 


Then you're there, shooting past the white light and into the black hole and beyond insanity. You come hard, 
and HIS name makes it to your lips, almost. Thought deserts you. You squeeze your eyes shut and ride the 


wave, until it rolls you over and under and leaves you gasping for breath. 


You come back to yourself. Your body is relaxing, molding itself to the leather chair, but your hands still grip 
the kid, grinding his nose into your crotch and suffocating him. The hair in you hands isn't blond. It's red. 


You let him go. He rocks back and kneels in front of you. He breathes in short, shallow gasps. He wipes saliva 


and semen from his mouth with a trembling hand, brushes the mess on his vodka-damp jeans. 


You couldn't have hurt him too badly. The crotch of his own pants is damp. One corner of your mouth curls 


up in a tired smirk. You can make someone come without even touching them. 

He looks up at you, glaring through messed hair. "Vince?" he says, and his raspy voice is venomous. 

You shrug. So you said it after all. Who's going to believe this baby fag? You're safe. 

Everything in the kid's attitude changes. You thought he was going to throw a tantrum over you not 
remembering his name-Alex, or was it Alec?—but he doesn't. His glare fades, and his eyes look gray now. "I 
should go," he says, and stands. He looks down at his pants, seeming to puzzle over the problem of his 


appearance. 


You could offer him a pair of clean pants, but you won't. It would take too much effort, getting up, and you 
feel like all your bones have melted into butter. The after-calm of your orgasm throbs through you. 


The kids shrugs, too. He stares at you for a second, and you stare back. What's he thinking about now? Maybe 
what he's going to say to his boyfriend. You feel a surge of anger toward the kid and his boyfriend. What are 
they doing, fucking around like this if they've got each other? What's so special about blowing a dying rock 
star, and how can the kid's boyfriend not care enough to hang onto what he's got? You'd hold on if he was 
yours. 


You turn your head, stare at the clock Five forty-five am. The light creeping in through the cracks in the 


shades looks more gray than black now. 


Carpeted footsteps scrape across the room. You hear the door open. You glance back, meet green eyes one 
last time, and then the kid walks out the door, pulls it shut behind him. He's gone, and you don't know where 
he's headed, don't care. 


Exhaustion seeps into you. Morning is coming. Its time to sleep. If you're lucky, you'll be too tired to dream 
about bleached hair. If you're lucky, you won't dream at all. 


